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COLOPHON 

So,  what  did  the  Toike  say  when  it  walked  into  the  bar?  “Ouch”.  Bahh  dum 
PISH!  The  Toike  Oike  is  produced  using  a computer.  The  body  copy  is  set  in 
Georgia.  The  font,  not  the  state. 


WHAT  HO? 

The  Toike  Oike  is  a covert  organization  committed  to  the  proliferation  of 
humour  at  the  University  of  Toronto.  It  is  our  mandate  to  insist  that  your 
education  is  NOT  about  your  career  so  much  as  it  is  about  shaping  your 
outlook  on  life  to  come.  So  lighten  up,  sit  back  and  have  an  iced  tea  (even  if 
it's  cold  outside).  Our  ranks  are  filled  with  zealous  revolutionaries  from  both 
Engineering  and  Arts  & Science.  Viva  la  revolution! 


DISCLAIMER 


The  radical,  ultra  left-wing  opinions  expressed  in  this  newspaper  do  not  nec- 
essarily reflect  those  of  the  Engineering  Society'  or  the  University  of  Toronto. 
In  fact,  they  don't  even  necessarily  reflect  the  opinions  of  the  writers.  If  you 
happen  to  find  any  of  the  material  within  these  pages  offensive,  do  not  try  to 
sue  us,  as  we  have  a crack  team  of  well-dressed  lawyers  ready  to  lay  a legal 
smackdown.  Sucka. 


SKiLE 


UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO 

students'administrative 


EDITORIAL 


Freedom!!!!!  Wahooooo!!!!!!!!!!!! 


Ah,  my  last  issue  as  editor.  I thought 
this  day  would  never  come.  And  here 
it  is... 

Huh. 

It...  uh...  it  feels  nice.  You  know,  kinda 
anti-climactic...  I thought  there’d  be 
more  balloons.  That’s  my  fault  though. 
I should’ve  bought  some.  I went  to  one 
store  but  they  wanted  me  to  fill  out  all 
these  forms  and  choose  the  colours.  It 
was  just  too  much.  So  yeah,  we  have 
no  balloons.  Lots  of  silly  string  though. 
Lots. 

In  other  news,  the  Toike  has  won  six 
dollars  playing  those  lottery  Bingo  tick- 
ets. The  winnings  will  go  to  paying  for 
said  tickets. 

I suppose  at  this  time,  I should  take  a 
moment  to  thank  everyone  who’s  been 
of  any  help  to  me  this  year.  Not  because 
I have  to.  But  because  I can... 

Past  Editors: 

Don,  thanks  for  all  your  advice  and 
wisdom.  I did  the  best  I could. 

Mark,  I don’t  really  know  you  and  you 
might  never  read  this.  But  I think  I 
would’ve  really  enjoyed  working  with 


you.  That  is  all. 

Kevin  and  Dave,  you’ve  made  me  the 
editor  I am  today.  Thanks  for  giving  me 
this  chance  and  listening  to  my  awk- 
ward and  inappropriate  ideas. 

The  staff: 

You’ve  been  great  all  year,  putting  up 
with  my  ridiculous  deadlines  and  ran- 
dom mood  swings.  And  by  ‘ridiculous’ 
and  ‘random’,  I mean  ‘logical’  and  ‘war- 
ranted’. Thanks  for  everything.  I love 
you  guys. 

Anthony,  you’ve  been  a big  help.  Thanks 
for  sticking  around  when  you  didn’t 
have  to.  I don’t  know  what  I would’ve 
done  without  you. 

John,  you  are  amazing.  You  haven’t  let 
me  down  yet  and  I doubt  you  ever  will. 
You’ve  fought  rain,  snow,  and  freak- 
ishly bright  sun  to  distribute  the  Toike. 
For  that,  I thank  you. 

Raj,  you  have  been  great.  I don’t  think 
I’ll  meet  anyone  who's  as  devoted  as 
you.  You’ve  been  a valuable  member  to 
the  team  and  you  might  not  think  so, 
but  it’s  true. 


Sean,  thanks  for  all  your  hard  work. 
Your  support  has  been  invaluable  to  me. 
Good  luck  with  whatever  youjmay  do  in 
the  future. 

Sarah,  thanks  for  making  the  issues 
look  beautiful.  Also,  for  listening  to  me 
rant  about  school  and  boys.  Huzzah  for 
girl  talks  and  Toike  bonding  time! 

Pearl,  you’ve  come  through  for  me  time 
and  time  again.  I cannot  put  into  words 
how  grateful  I am.  So  in  two  weeks 
time  you  will  receive  a package.  Don’t 
open  it.  Fill  your  bathtub  with  water 
and  throw  the  package  in.  Leave  your 
house  immediately  and  do  not  return 
for  at  least  4 hours. 

The  readers: 

You’re  what  keeps  us  going.  Thanks  for 
picking  the  issue  up  every  month! 


- Mei  Ling  Chen 
Editor-in-Chief 


See  the  lack  of  letters  to  the  editor? 
I am  not  impressed. 


WPITE  FOP  THE  TOIKE  OIKE' 


JOIN  OUP  FAMILY.'  OUP  SICK,  SICK  FAMILY., 

BE  PAPT  OF  NEXT  YEAP'S  STAFF.'.' 

WE  NEED  COPY,  SPAPHICS  AND  LAYOUT  EDITOPS, 
WPITEPS,  SKETCH  APTISTS  AND  FPEE  LOVE. 
WE'VE  BEEN  PAYING  WAY  TOO  MUCH... 

QUESTIONS?  EMAIL  TOIKEQSKULE.CA 
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NEWS 

BRIEFS 

EASTER  BUNNY  DENIES 
CHARGES  OF  RAPE 

Early  Saturday  morning,  the  Easter 
Bunny  was  arrested  on  several  charg- 
es of  assault  and  rape.  The  infamous 
bunny,  who  is  well  known  for  hiding 
chocolate  treats  in  all  sorts  of  nooks 
and  crannies,  has  begun  hiding  other 
“treats”. 

The  victims  had  described  their  as- 
sailant as  “fuzzy  like  a mother-fucker”. 
Police  got  their  lead  when  they  found 
condoms  that  were  patterned  in  pink 
and  blue  and  were  actually  hollowed 
out  semi  egg-shells.  Eventually,  DNA 
evidence  was  collected  and  the  Bunny 
himself  was  arrested.  The  officer  in 
charge  of  the  investigation  made  this 
statement:  “Well,  the  DNA  tests  match. 
But  I’ll  be  damned  if  I can  figure  out 
HOW  he  did  it,  I mean.. ..where  the  hell 
is  the  genitalia??” 

The  Easter  bunny  currently  denies  all 
charges.  One  Bunny-supporter  stated 
“there’s  no  way  my  pal  raped  those 
people,  because  he  was  raping  me  that 
night.” 

The  Waseally  Wabbit  is  due  to  appear 
in  court  on  April  14;  first  10  jurors  can 
expect  a free  chocolate  egg. 


APRIL  SHOWERS  FORGETS  TO 
BRING  MAY  FLOWERS,  DIVORCE 
RESULTS 


I n a landmark  case  brought  today  before 
the  Ontario  District  Court,  the  month 
of  May  initiated  divorce  proceedings 
against  its  spouse,  April  Showers. 

Neighbors,  March  and  June,  suggest 
that  the  marriage  had  been  headed  for 
trouble  for  awhile:  “Yeah,  the  police 
would  be  over  every  week.  May  claim- 
ing that  April  was  drunk  and  had  hit 
her  again.  April  hollerin’  that  he  was 
leaving  for  good.  It  was  really  ugly.” 

Reportedly,  the  only  thing  that  had 
kept  the  marriage  afloat  was  a yearly 
courting  ritual  whereby  April  Showers 
would  bring  May  flowers. 

May’s  legal'  representation,  Maury 
Klein,  reported  that  this  year  May  had 
instead  found  April  passed  out  on  the 
lawn.  Maury  went  on  to  explain:  “Now 
an  equitable  division  of  property  is  in 
order.  May  is  entitled  to  one  half  of  ev- 
erything.” “However,”  said  April,  “It’ll 
be  a cold-day  in  hell  before  she  gets  her 
hands  on  Easter.” 


PARACHUTE:  THE  NEW  ENGSCS 
DESIGN  PROJECT 

Tired  of  half-assed,  last-minute  design 
projects,  Prof.  Emami  put  a new  spin 
on  the  upcoming  2006-2007  Engineer- 
ing Science  Design  Project. 

“The  quality  of  the  current  ones  is  worse 
than  when  monkeys  were  putting  to- 
gether American  cars.  Beyond  the  few 
groups  that  know  how  to  use  a drill,  all 
you  see  are  raw  edges  on  aluminum 
tubing,  drinking  straws  as  compres- 
sion members,  cardboard  and  duct 
tape  everywhere...  haven’t  I taught  you 
people  anything?” 

“From  now  on,  the  permanent  theme  for 
all  design  projects  is  survival  So,  if  you 
want  to  live  after  a drop  from  3000  feet, 
don’t  make  your  parachute  out  of  trash 
bags  and  tape  the  night  before  it’s  due.” 

Other  survival  project  options  are  re- 
portedly an  anti-bear  suit,  bullet-proof 
vests,  and  the  succinctly  termed  “A  Day 
in  Scarborough”. 


Rival  TOIKE  Discovered 


TORONTO  - Last  Tuesday,  Toike  spe- 
cial reporter  Trisha  Takanawa  discov- 
ered that  a rival  group,  the  Toronto 
Organization  of  Independent  Karate 
Educators,  also  uses  the  name  Toike. 
This  discovery  was  met  with  resent- 
ment by  the  Toike  staff.  “The  Toike 
will  not  stand  for  this,”  said  Takanawa, 
“we’ve  used  the  name  Toike  longer  than 
black  people  have  had  rights,  and  we’re 
not  about  to  let  some  shoddy  two-bit 
karate  dub  spoil  the  name’s  honour- 
able reputation.”  Following  the  news, 
the  Toike  issued  a statement  to  the 
Toike  requesting  that  they  change  their 
name. 

The  Toike  was  unavailable  for  comment 
following  this,  presumably  because  no- 
body could  figure  out  which  Toike  had 
issued  the  preceding  statement. 

The  dispute  has  garnered  a surprising 
amount  of  student  interest.  Nathan 
Goveas,  a third  year  political  science 
student,  sides  with  the  karate  educa- 


tors. “Karate  is  so  cool.  Chuck  Norris 
does  karate.  Chuck  Norris  is  so  cool. 
This  one  time,  I watched  Walker,  Texas 
Ranger,  and  it  was  awesome.” 

Jess  Focker,  a 2nd  year  engineering 
science  student,  is  the  president  of  the 


newly  formed  Fight  Against  the  Toike 
and  Preservation  Of  the  Toike  asso- 
ciation. “We  here  at  FATPOT  believe 
that  there  is  only  room  in  the  world 
for  one  Toike,  though  it  doesn't  really 
matter  which  one.  We  have  proposed  a 
competition  which  incorporates  skills 


employed  by  both  organizations  to  de- 
termine which  Toike  is  superior.” 

An  official  press  release  from  FATPOT 
describes  the  proposed  event  in  full 
detail.  Five  competitors  from  each 
Toike  will  dash  in  an  ultimate  battle  of 
wits  and  karate  skills.  Events  include 
“Breaking  newspapers  with  various 
awesome  karate  moves”,  and  “Rewrit- 
ing of  old  Japanese  karate-related  prov- 
erbs to  make  them  hilarious". 

Expert  analysts  predict  that  Toike  edi- 
tor Mei  Ling  Chen,  being  of  east  Asian 
descent,  will  captain  her  team,  most 
likely  squaring  off  against  Jackie  Chan 
in  a must-see  match.  The  final  results 
will  be  reported  in  the  next  issue  of  the 
University  of  Toronto  engineering  hu- 
mour newspaper  which  may  or  may  not 
be  known  as  the  Toike. 

- Dave  Rutt 


Canadian  Postcard 
Designs  Deemed  Not 
Cliche  Enough 

Royal  Commission  to  be  Undertaken 


GM  admits  Hummer 
brand  exclusively 
for  Jerks 


OTTAWA  - Citing  the  recent  wane  in 
worldwide  popularity  of  Canadian  post- 
cards, the  federal  government  last  week 
announced  that  it  will  be  conducing  a 
study  and  call  for  recommendations 
regarding  the  quality  of  postcards  sent 
from  Canada  to  friends  and  relatives  of 
travelers  to  our  great  nation.  Several 
months  of  scanning  junk  and  souvenir 
shops  around  the  nation  will  appar- 
ently reveal  the  deficiency  of  one  of 
Canada’s  most  lucrative  postal  exporst 
and  Daniel  Mains  has  been  given  the 
arduous  task  of  heading  the  investiga- 
tion for  the  Royal  Commission  on  Ca- 
nadian Postcards. 

In  years  past,  popular  postcards  de- 
picted beavers,  moose,  or  hockey  play- 
ers, and  occasionally,  the  lit  up  night 
sky  over  a city  like  Toronto,  Montreal, 
or  Vancouver,  with  charming  messages 
such  as  “Greetings  from  (insert  city)” 
or  “Hey,  I saw  moose  droppings  at  (in- 
sert national  park)”.  However,  in  recent 
years,  controversial  designs  have  been 
hitting  the  rotating  metal  postcard 
stands,  including  prints  by  famous  Ca- 
nadian artists,  depictions  of  stuff  other 


than  forests  and  wildlife,  and  even 
well-designed  cards  that  are  witty  and 
humorous. 

For  Daniel  Mains,  this  recent  devel- 
opment flies  in  the  face  of  everything 
that  the  Canadian  postcard  institu- 
tion stands  for.  Says  Mains,  “I’ll  never 
forget  the  day  I was  buying  a pack  of 
smokes  at  my  local  convenience  store, 
and  I spotted  a postcard  depicting  the 
cultural  and  artistic  dimensions  of 
Nunavut.  Nowhere  in  sight  was  there 
a postcard  that  said  “Moose  Crossing!” 
or  “Canada,  EH?”  Appalling." 

As  part  of  the  Royal  Commission, 
Mains  intends  to  scour  the  country 
rooting  out  postcards  that  do  not  mesh 
with  the  Canadian  image.  Niagra  Falls 
will  be  his  first  mission.  “I  will  spend 
4 months  in  the  Niagra  Region  alone,” 
declared  Mains.  No  word  yet  on  wheth- 
er the  Commission  will  also  undertake 
the  images  on  commemorative  spoons 
and  porcelain  mugs. 


-Annie  Unnold 


Rick  Wagoner,  Chairman  of  General 
Motors,  admitted  today  that  GM’s  des- 
perate financial  straits  have  much  to 
do  with  the  general  decline  of  assholes 
worldwide.  “GM  has  depended  on  its 
Hummer  line  of  enormous,  obnoxious 
SUVs  as  a regular  revenue  generator  for 
some  years  now.  Unfortunately,  a gen- 
eral decline  in  fuck-knobs  across  North 
America  has  upset  this  sales  trend. 


on  these  products 
is  far  too  slim.  You 
can  only  squeeze 
so  much  out  of 
some  pussy  who’s 
got  four-grand  to 
spend  and  who  ac- 
tually wants  to  help 
the  environment  in 
the  process.  Only 
assholes  will  spend 
a hundred  grand  on 
a Hummer.  You  know,  guys  who  have 
something  to  prove  and  do  it  by  taking 
up  two  lanes:  bald  guys,  divorced  guys, 
guys  below  s’s”,  guys  with  small  geni- 
talia - this  is  our  customer  base,  and 
unfortunately  it’s  all  tapped-out.”  GM 
hopes  to  combat  the  slump  by  offering 
a new  line  of  Hummer’s  this  spring  that 
actually  have  even  more  cargo  space  for 
the  driver’s  ego. 


Researchers  at  GM’s  high-tech  lab  in 
Detroit  had  this  to  say:  “For  one  thing, 
nice-guys  are  at  an  all  time  high.  Al- 
though this  is  a good  thing  for  our 
lamer  models  like  our  hybrid  cars,  and 
Saturn’s  especially,  the  profit  margin 


- James  Nairne 


“Kabbalintology”  Student  Demands 
3.7  GPA  on  Religious  Grounds 


A recent  ruling  by  the  Supreme  Court  of 
Canada  has  permitted  Indian  students 
to  come  to  school  with  a "kirpan"  (a 
ceremonial  dagger  for  orthodox  Sikhs) 
on  their  person.  In  light  of  this  com- 
mendable defense  of  individualism  by 
Canada’s  top  judges,  a rash  of  similar 
demands  based  upon  the  Canadian 
Charter’s  provision  for  one’s  Freedom 
of  Worship  have  been  made  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Toronto  Registrar. 

The  first  up  for  review  this  month  is  a 
petition  by  Derek  C.  Smalls.  A first-year 
philosophy  major  with  a minor  in  na- 
tive basket  weaving,  Derek  claims  that 
the  2.3  GPA  he  has  so  lar  received  vio- 
lates his  Freedom  of  Worship. 

I am  merely  a humble  Kafcbalintcl- 
ogy  worshiper  who  wishes  for  UofT 
to  respect  his  freedom  of  religion.  My 
religion  clearly  states  in  its  command- 
ments that  anything  less  than  a 3.7  GPA 


is  blasphemous, 
sacrilegious,  and 
grounds  for  castra- 
tion." Derek  cited 
the  Command- 
ment on  page  four 
of  his  religion’s 
Holy  Book,  the 
“Hilroy  Scribbler", 
where  it  reads 
“And  God  said  ye 
must  get  a 3.7.” 

Other  Scripture  in 
Derek’s  holy  book 
includes  an  abor- 
tive half-page  of 
notes  on  Plato's 
Republic  followed 
by  a number  of  3D 
cubes. 

Says  Derek,  “Here  is  evidence  that  the 
original,  pre-Christian  era  followers  of 
Kabbalintology  who  populated  Athens 


and  Thebes  at  the 
time  rejected  rea- 
son, as  purported 
by  Plato,  and  chose 
to  embrace  a more 
thoughtful  and 
spiritual  rendering 
of  the  individual’s 
relationship  to  God, 
as  suggested  by  the 
squares.” 

One  of  the  less-ex- 
plainable passages 
is  one  that  reminds 
the  reader  of  the 
need  to  buy  milk. 

The  Registrar’s  office 
sought  to  shed  some  light  on  this  baf- 
fling new  religion  and  contacted  Der- 
ek’s parents.  Non-practicing  Anglicans, 
they  referred  to  their  son  as  an  “idiot” 
and  declined  further  comment.  Derek’s 


Victoria  College  floor-mates  responded 
to  query  with,  “You  mean  the  guy  who 
cried  when  they  were  out  of  pepperoni 
on  pizza  night  in  the  caf  ? I thought  he 
dropped-out.” 

Derek  holds  Mass  every  Ihesday  night 
in  the  Mr.  Sub  at  Bloor  and  St.George 
from  7 until  8 (or  when  Fear  Factor 
starts).  Sermons  have  included  “moral- 
ity in  the  postmodern  world”,  “ethics 
and  individualism”,  and  “why  Derek’s 
parents  are  so  mean.” 

Many  students  at  UofT  have  since  ex- 
perienced a profound  religious  awak- 
ening, subscribed  to  Kabbalintology 
themselves,  and  submitted  a petition  to 
the  Registrar’s  office  concerning  their 
GPA...often  on  the  very  same  day. 

- James  Nairne 


NOTEBOOK  • CAH1EH 

300  R, 1, . v . 


\M\ 

Kabbalintology’s  Holy  Book 
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How  to  be  a Mission 
Impossible  Secret  Agent 


In  anticipation  of  the  release  of  the 
newest  Mission  Impossible  film  we 
here  at  the  Toike  Oike  would  like  to  of- 
fer our  readers  top  tips  for  successfully 
entering  the  world  of  Mission  Impos- 
sible Secret  Agents.  Note:  the  Toike  is 
not  responsible  if  this  advice  results  in 
severe  injury  or  death.  However,  we  are 
responsible  for  any  successful  missions 
you  complete  or  beautiful  enemies  you 
sleep  with. 

• When  rock-climbing,  never  use 
ropes.  As  they  say  in  the  super-secret 
spy  business:  “Ropes  are  for  pussies.” 
This  advice  is  especially  important  if 
you  want  to  enter  parties  from  the  roof 
instead  of  the  door.  Nobody  likes  bulky 
harness  lines  under  your  tuxedo. 

• Wear  sunglasses  all  the  time.  Fur- 
thermore, and  this  part  is  essential, 
throw  your  sunglasses  to  the  ground 
after  receiving  your  “mission”  and  run 
like  hell  screaming  that  they  will  soon 
burst  into  flames.  This  technique  is 
especially  useful  when  in  a crowd.  On- 
lookers will  assume  you  know  of  some 
danger  they  do  not  and  they  will  auto- 
matically flee  frantically  alongside  you. 

• Always  sleep  with  the  enemy  before 
killing  them.  By  enemy,  I mean  that 
know-it-all  who  got  95%  on  your  Span- 
ish mid-term.  Her  smarts  will  transfer 


to  you  through  osmosis. 

• Participate  in  death-defying  stunts 
while  on  “vacation."  Nothing  says  Mis- 
sion Impossible  Secret  Agent  like  fist- 
fighting with  bears  or  karate-kicking 
deadly  spiders. 

• Walk  everywhere  on  tip-toes.  Sneak 
up  on  as  many  people  as  you  can  and 
listen  to  their  conversations,  thus  gath- 
ering “Intel."  Use  this  information  in 
your  mission  and  successfully  black- 
mail the  girl  of  your  dreams  ...  I mean 
love,  love  the  girl  of  your  dreams. 

• Append  “this  message  will  self-de- 
struct in  ...  [fill  in  desired  value]”  to  ev- 
ery email  that  you  send.  Upon  hitting 
send,  run  to  the  recipients  house  and 
wait,  concealed  in  the  bushes.  After 
they  read  your  message,  smash  their 
computer  to  pieces  with  your  high-tech 
baseball  bat.  Retreat  into  the  shadows 
from  whence  you  came. 

This  advice  should  help  you  along  in 
your  quest  to  be  taken  seriously  as  a 
Mission  Impossible  Secret  Agent.  At 
the  very  least  it  will  help  you  look  cool 
in  front  of  your  peers.  This  paper  will 
self-destruct  in  5 ...  4 ...  3 ... 

- Andrew  Wilson 


Survivor-ing 
with  the  Stars 


Peace  in  Our  Time 


For  all  of  recent  history,  peace  has  elud- 
ed the  Middle  East.  Wars  and  violence 
have  become  facts  of  life  in  this  volatile 
area  of  the  world.  But  all  this  is  about 
to  change,  thanks  to  a radical  new  US 
plan  for  peace  in  the  region. 

Recently  unveiled  to  the  world,  the  two- 
point  plan  is  a large  change  in  Ameri- 
can strategy  from  all  previous  initia- 
tives. While  the  former  strategy  was 
to  ‘blast  the  shit  out  of  anything  that 
moves’,  the  new  strategy  is  a lot  more 
civilized. 

Joint  Chief  of  Staff  Peter  Pace  com- 
mented: “The  first  stage  consists  of 
enclosing  the  entire  region  within  an 
enormous  glass  dome,  effectively  seal- 
ing it  off.  Stage  two  is  to  pacify  the 
region  by  combusting  a large  amount 
marijuana  within  the  confines  of  the 
dome." 

In  a recent  press  conference,  the  Presi- 
dent told  of  how  this  plan  came  into  be- 
ing. “Well,  I had  just  gotten  home  late 
one  night  and  there  I see  Jenna  and 
Barbara  smoking  on  the  porch.  Even  I 
know  smokin’s  bad  for  you,  but  one  cee- 
gar  every  now  and  then  is  fine.  I asked 
the  girls  if  I could  have  a puff  or  two, 
but  you  know  the  girls,  they  wouldn’t 
stop  giggling  at  me.” 

“I  took  a couple  of  puffs  and  suddenly 
1 started  to  feel  real  lightheaded  like, 
kinda’  good.  Everything  became  all 
clear  to  me,  and  I felt  great.  Suddenly 
I got  very  hungry,  so  I headed  to  the 


White  House  kitchen  for  a bag  of  Presi- 
dential Doritos,  when  who  should  walk 
in  but  good  old  Condi.  Well  she  takes 
one  look  at  me  and  says  - and  bless 
her  heart  - ‘George,  that  ain’t  tobacco 
you’re  smoking’.  Well,  that  just  about 
knocked  my  socks  off.” 

“But  then  I got  to  thinking,  they’re  havin’ 
all  those  problems  over  there  in  I-raq 
and  I-ran,  and  pretty  much  every  other 
country  over  there,  so  why  not  give 
them  some  of  this  stuff?” 

This  plan,  dubbed  ‘Operation  Desert 
Hotbox’,  has  returned  the  US  to  the  in- 
ternational table.  Taking  a multilateral 
approach,  many  other  countries  have 
been  asked  to  join.  Chief  among  them 
is  Jamaica,  the  lead  supplier  of  the  ul- 
tra-high-grade marijuana  required. 

Jamaican  president  Percival  James 
Patterson  has  described  this  as  “A  boon 
to  the  farmers  and  economy  of  Jamaica 


and  an  act  bringing  Jamaica  to  the 
world  stage." 

Canada  has  also  joined  in,  with  the 
province  of  British  Columbia  a major 
partner.  Premier  Gordon  Campbell  let 
Canadians  know  what  their  country  was 
doing.  “It  used  to  be,  like,  they  wouldn’t 
take  our  softwood  lumber,  and  - whoa 
- imagine  that,  man,  it’s  a tree,  but...  it’s 
soft.  I mean,  they  wouldn’t  take  it  man, 
and  that  sucked  shit.  But  now,  now  they 
don’t  want  our  trees  anymore.  Now 
they’re  wantin’  the  good  stuff,  I mean 
this  is  some  high  grade  shit  man.  We 
finally  get  to  export  our  cash  crop  to, 
like...  the  US,  man.  The  US.  That’s  like, 
fuckin' huge  man.  Whoa.” 

Further  comments  from  the  Premier 
were  not  forthcoming  as  he  broke  down 
in  fits  of  laughter,  as  did  all  the  report- 
ers present. 

Plans  for  the  assault  have  been  final- 
ized. The  initial  strike  will  be  made 
with  a B2  stealth  bomber  dropping  the 
recently  completed  ‘Atomic  Bong’. 

Reactions  in  the  Middle  East  were 
mostly  indifferent.  When  briefed  on 
the  plan,  Palestinian  foreign  affairs 
minister  Nasser  al-Kidwa  said  “Sure, 
why  not.  They’ve  tried  stuff  out  in 
the  past,  and  none  of  it  worked.  Why 
should  this  shit  be  any  different?” 

-AlexShenkin 


Interview  with  Spike 


With  recent  obsessive  shows  about  ce- 
lebrities, such  as  Dancing  with  Stars, 
Skating  with  Stars,  I for  one  suggest  a 
new  celebrity  show. 

The  idea  simple,  consisting  of  loud 
mouth  attention  hungry  celebrities 
(that  we  all  hate)  being  marooned  on  a 
remote  island  in  Fiji  (or  ghettos  of  De- 
troit), forming  Survivor-ing  with  Stars. 
Recent  polls  (actually  fake  figures  of 
mine  while  drunk)  have  been  designed 
to  nominate  such  celebrities  as  the  best 
survivor  teammate. 

Paris  Hilton  at  47% 

The  heiress  of  the  multi  million  dollar 
Hilton  family,  Paris  can  provides  tons 
of  bitchy-ness,  airheaded-ness,  and  slut- 
icity  that  make  for  good  TV.  She  can 
also  be  a treat  for  your  tribe,  especially 
after  a group  decision  to  eat  her  dog. 
She  also  has  the  skills  of  a nark,  sleep- 
ing around  with  the  other  tribe  contes- 
tants, the  host,  producers,  camera  and 
sound  crew,  your  tribe  members,  you, 
production  cast,  and  the  Ingenious  peo- 
ple of  Fiji,  to  leak  out  information.  Her 
glamorous  bags  from  Fendi  and  Louis 
Vuitton  can  be  used  to  replace  our  over- 
ly used  porcelain  throw  (obvious  after 
digesting  Tinker  Bell).  She  may  also 
be  a pleasant  surprise  in  table  dancing 
“immunity  challenges”  and  provide  en- 
tertainment around  the  camp  fire  using 
her  cell  phone  and  palm  pilot  pictures. 

Tom  Cruise  at  33% 

The  man  with  the  golden  smile,  voted 
the  sexiest  man  in  People  1984,  now 
faces  his  hardest  role  since  his  pretend 
marriage  to  Katie  Holmes  and  staying 
in  the  closet  for  so  long.  As  annoying  as 
he  can  be,  hummmm....as  annoying  as 
he  can  be.. .wow,  I cannot  think  of  any- 
thing, Wait,  I think  got  one.... 

He  would  most  likely  be  the  first  one  to 
be  voted  off  Surviving  with  Stars. 
“Show  me  the  money.” 

It’s  time  to  blow  out  your  sacred  fire  Mr. 
Cruise. 

“Welcome  to  my  nightmare,  the  water  is 
still  warm” 

The  tribe  has  spoken. 

“You  complete  me”. 

Mr.  Cruise,  please  just  leave. 


“That’s  classified.  I could  tell  you,  but 
then  I’d  have  to  kill  you." 

Clark  Kent  at  31% 

Although  he’s  not  real,  he’s  probably 
the  best  known  celebrity  in  Canadian 
history  since  Shania  Twain  so  I think 
he  deserves  some  recognition.  Al- 
though he  may  be  reluctant  to  use  his 
superman  skills,  the  mild  mannered 
journalist  can  provide  great  attributes 
to  a tribe.  For  example,  his  glasses  can 
be  used  as  a primitive  fire  starter;  how- 
ever he  cannot  take  them  off  because  it 
would  reveal  his  identity.  He  probably 
won’t  be  able  to  take  off  his  business 
suit  either,  as  his  Superman  suit  would 
be  underneath.  He  won’t  be  able  to  use 
his  laser  power,  flying  ability,  super- 
human speed,  or  his  x-rays  powers  to 
see  through  people  clothes  for  fear  of 
revealing  his  identity.  He  would  pretty 
much  end  up  sitting  in  the  heat  with  the 
same  suit  for  the  next  39  days.  At  least 
the  next  one  to  be  voted  off  would  most 
likely  be  that  weird  smelly  journalist, 
who  hasn’t  bathed  in  over  a month. 

Michael  Jackson  at  3.14% 

Having  been  in  the  news  for  child  mo- 
lestation charges,  moving  to  Saudi  Ara- 
bia, touching  little  boys,  and  offering 
Jesus  juice  with  the  intention  of  touch- 
ing little  boys,  Michael  Jackson  would 
be  an  amazing  contestant  (and  the  fact 
that  he  could  use  the  extra  cash  after 
filing  for  bankruptcy).  He  can  provide 
you  comfort  and  a 2.5  million  dollars 
for  his  “personal  immunity  challenge”, 
even  if  you  don’t  win.  He  would  most 
likely  have  a following  of  pre-1990  fans 
who  still  listen  to  “beat  it."  (yea  the 
same  ones  from  his  trial....  I still  think 
Jackson  pays  for  them  just  like  funeral 
mourners  of  the  ancient  Babylonians). 

Although  this  seems  and  is  a stupid  idea 
we  can  finally  teach  those  multimillion 
dollar  bastards  about  real  adversity 
rather  than  their  “problems"  of  endless 
divorces,  box  office  flops,  or  adoptions. 
And  hell  who  doesn’t  wanna  see  Jacko 
in  a two-piece? 

- Sevan 


A Man’s  Johnson  is  often  his  most 
prized  possession.  Yet  this  particular 
animal  has  been  very  difficult  to  pin 
down  and  remains  elusive.  However 
the  Toike  has  ambushed  a series  of  e- 
mails  between  a Man,  here  referred  to 
as  “Aroon”  and  his  Johnson,  which  he 
calls  “Spike”  but  is,  according  to  this 
man’s  female  friends  more  akin  to  a 
thumbtack  than  a Spike- 

Dear  Spike,  I know  we’ve  had  our  rough 
times  but  don’t  worry.  We  can  work  it 
out.  I know  that  I don’t  take  you  out  to 
play  with  others  enough  and  mostly  it’s 
just  you,  me  and  Palmela  Handerson. 
But  don’t  worry,  soon  you’ll  get  some 
action. 

Dear  Aroon,  I HATE  YOU!  WHY  WON’T 
YOU  LET  ME  HAVE  FRIENDS? 


Researchers  on  the  payroll  of  the  Toike 
Oike  have  recently  completed  a new 
study  revealing  shocking  information 
regarding  those  loveable  creatures,  the 
Care  Bears.  Their  findings,  published 
in  the  Journal  of  Tekmology,  reveal 
that  the  Care  Bears  have  actually  given 
up  caring. 

Researchers  discovered  that  caring 
became  a thing  of  the  past  when  glo- 
balization hit  the  Care  Bears’  kingdom. 
Caring  was  outsourced  to  Indian  com- 
panies on  Earth.  The  Bears  could  not 
compete  with  the  low  wages  of  their 
foreign  competition  and  so  they  were 
“downsized.”  With  no  jobs  and  no  fu- 
ture, many  Bears  turned  to  drugs  and 
violence. 

Data  for  this  study  was  collected 
through  the  scientific  polling  of  vari- 
ous Bears  from  their  cloud-land  home, 
Care-a-lot. 

Just  where  is  Care-a-lot,  you  ask?  We 
wondered  the  same  thing  and  so  our 


Dear  Spike,  you  do  have  friends.  I’m 
your  best  friend!  I’m  like  your  magic 
carpet  ride. 

Dear  Aroon,  you’re  a cunt-fucking 
moron  - actually  scratch  that,  that’s  a 
compliment.  You’re  an  idiot!  Remem- 
ber that  time  you  needed  to  take  me 
out  to  play.  Yah  great  idea  genius  when 
your  grandmother  is  at  home,  and  she 
decides  to  open  the  door  to  your  com- 
puter room,  sees  me  “exercising”  and 
then  runs  away  screaming!  What  about 
those  time  in  Chapters  huh?  That  “erot- 
ica” aka  book-length  semiotic  porn? 
That  stuff  does  nothing  for  me.  And 
remember  all  those  late  nights  at  work? 
What  did  it  end  in?  Your  boss  finding 
you  and  almost  chopping  me  off!  Like 
WTF  dude!  I thought  we  were  friends! 
Some  friend! 


reporters  have  done  some  digging.  It 
used  to  be  wherever  good  feelings  are 


nurtured  and  shared.  Now  Care-a-lot 
has  become  a dilapidated  concrete 
jungle  encased  in  rusted  chain-link 
fences.  The  world  that  used  to  he  as 
brightly  beautiful  as  a summer  sunset 
and  as  snug  and  loving  as  a mother’s 
hug,  has  become  a sordid  den  of  crack- 
dealing and  mp3  downloading.  It  is  no 


Dear  Spike,  oh  Spike,  I’m  sorry!  I didn’t 
know  you  were  so  lonely... 

Dear  Aroon,  yah  that’s  cos  exercising 
me  10  times  a day,  alternating  between 
your  right  and  left  hands,  both  of  them, 
and  then  your  feet  makes  me  tired!  Too 
tired  to  say  anything. 

Dear  Spike,  I’m  so  sorry... 

Dear  Aroon,  Fuck!  Sorry  is  right!  Screw 
this  shit!  I’m  leaving  you!  We’ve  been 
together  22  years  but  I can’t  get  no  sat- 
isfaction so  I'm  going  somewhere  I can! 
I’m  going  to  hook  up  with  someone  who 
can  treat  me  RIGHT!  Bill  Clinton! 


wonder  that  the  Care  Bears  have  given 
up  caring  when  they  were  forced  to  live 
in  such  conditions. 

Asked  for  comment  on  the  apparent 
apathy  felt  by  the  world-famous  Bears, 
Laugh-a-lot  Bear  had  only  tears  for  our 
reporters.  However,  Grumpy  Bear  of- 
fered up  the  following,  “I  told  you  so! 

I knew  all  this  caring  shit  would  come 
to  an  end.  Booyah!”  He  then  proceeded 
to  pull  out  a gat  and  tax  Share  Bear’s 
lunch.  As  our  reporters  slowly  backed 
away,  one  of  them  stumbled  over  the 
lifeless  corpse  of  Do-Your-Best  Bear.  It 
appears  his  best  was  not  good  enough. 

As  our  reporters  were  leaving  Care-a- 
lot,  Wino  Bear  wandered  uncomfort- 
ably close  to  our  reporters  with  a crazed 
look  in  his  eyes  and  his  hands  conceal- 
ing something  behind  his  back. 

Things  have  changed. 

-Andrew  Wilson 


-Aroon  Sivaji 


Care  Bears  Don’t  Care? 
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Nerdcore 


Body  Spray  Manufacturers:  “Reeking 
of  Deodorant  Will  Get  You  Laid.” 


Smells  like  a lame  fad  to  me 


Does  gangsta  rap  make  you  wet  your 
pants?  Does  rock  music  befuddle  you 
with  its  talk  of  “girls"  and  “love”?  Are 
you  a confused  nerd  searching  for  a 
genre  of  music  to  call  your  own?  Search 
no  more,  for  here  I shall  deliver  unto 
you  knowledge  of  the  greatest  style 
of  music  devised  by  man,  the  sweet 
melody  of  nerdcore  hiphop.  Thrill  to 
lyrics  of  Linux,  hobbits,  and  Megaman! 
Groove  to  samples  of  turbolasers  and 
turbolifts!  Nod  your  head  knowingly  at 
the  old-school  songs  of  slide  rule!  If  you 
can  roll  at  least  16  INT,  here’s  who  you 
should  be  listening  to: 

MC  Frontalot:  Big  man  around  nerd- 
core town,  MC  Frontalot  lays  down 
wicked  rhymes  on  top  of  sick  beats... or 
something.  Shit,  I don’t  know.  What  he 
is  is  musically  accomplished  and  really 
very  funny.  Highlights  include  Yellow 
Lasers  (if  you’ve  ever  wondered  how 
Star  Wars  and  watersports  could  be 
linked,  this  is  the  song  for  you);  Float- 
ing Bridge  (this  should  be  the  Civ  Eng 
anthem);  and  the  Penny  Arcade  Theme 
(if  you  don’t  know  what  that  is,  why  are 
you  reading  the  Toike?  Isn’t  TV  Guide 
more  your  speed?) 

MC  Hawking:  The  scientist’s  rapper  of 
choice  (yes,  more  so  than  Eric  B),  leg- 
endary physicist  Stephen  Hawking’s 


part-time  hobby  has  resulted  in  a veri 
table  relativistic  jet  of  awesome  music 
Whether  you’re  into  thermodynamics 
(Entropy),  evolution  (Fuck  The  Cre 
ationists),  or,  of  course,  cosmology  (Big 
Bizang,  E=mc  Hawking,  UFT  for  the 
MC),  the  Hawkman’s  got  something 
for  you.  Don’t  think  that  he’s  any  less 
of  a gangster,  though.  After  all,  all  his 
shootings  are  drive-bys. 

me  chris:  Perhaps  more  popularly 
known  as  MC  Pee  Pants  from  Aqua 
Teen  Hunger  Force,  chris’s  unique 
(borderline  annoying)  voice  and  puer 
ile  sense  of  humour  make  him  quite  the 
hilarious  listen.  He’ll  rap  about  child 
hood  drug  abuse  (Robitussin),  random 
pop  culture  shit  (DQ  Blizzard),  and,  one 
can’t  forget,  the  daily  trials  and  tribula 
tions  faced  by  interstellar  bounty  hunt 
ers  (Fett’s  Vette). 

The  list  is  much  longer  than  this,  ol 
course:  2 Skinny  J,  MC  Lars,  Optimus 
Rhyme,  and  MC  Lars  are  just  a few  of 
the  immense  dorks  that  can  lay  down 
the  thumping  bass.  Finally,  nerds  can 
enjoy  music  as  well!  Go  forth,  my  geeky 
pupils,  plug  in  those  huge  subwoofers 
and  bop  your  heads  along  - your  time 
has  come. 

- Praveer  Sharma 


It  was  only  a few  years  ago  that  Axe 
burst  onto  the  world  deodorant  stage 
and  it  has  since  nearly  cornered  the 
male  B.O.-eradication  market.  Com- 
petitors, such  as  Tag,  have  shamelessly 
copied  Axe’s  marketing  approach  in 
order  to  join  in  the  bonanza.  Even  time- 
tested  brands  like  Old  Spice  have  leapt 
onto  the  bandwagon.  Dubbed  “body- 
sprays,”  these  new  breeds  of  deodor- 
ant/cheap cologne  threaten  to  make 
normal  deodorant  a laughable  20th 
century  relic.  The  forerunner,  Axe, 
generates  aggressive  ad  campaigns  that 
present  their  product  as  some  kind  of 
cologne-anti-perspirant-Spanish-Fly 
hybrid  that  not  only  stops  you  from 
sweating  but  guarantees  that,  with  a 
liberal  dousing  on  your  person,  you  can 
get  laid  in  a nunnery. 

The  genius  of  their  marketing  can  be 
discerned  from  the  instructions  for 
applying  the  product.  Axe  researchers 
realized  that  deodorant-makers  of  the 
past,  by  telling  consumers  to  use  the 
product  on  their  armpits  alone,  had 
been  restricting  their  product’s  usage 
to  only  6%  of  the  epidermis.  Axe  insists 
- both  in  its  instructions  and  its  adver- 
tisements - that  the  keen  user  should 
apply  the  product  not  just  to  his  arm- 
pits,  but  all  over  his  body.  Currently  in 
development  is  a line  that  can  be  safely 


used  on  one’s  eyes. 

Axe  suggests  interest  from  members  of 
the  opposite  sex  is  proportional  to  the 
amount  of  product  they  can  detect  on 
your  person.  Thus,  spraying  half  the 
can  onto  your  back  maximizes  your 
chances  of  the  opposite  sex  getting  the 
scent.  Branded  with  exotic  names  such 
as  “Phoenix”  or  “Aqua  reef,”  these  body 
sprays  cost  three  to  four  times  as  much 
as  regular  deodorant,  yet  all  bear  that 
same  sickly-sweet  odor  that  only  a New 
Jersey  factory  can  create.  The  adver- 
tisements themselves  reinforce  the  car- 
dinal rule  of  wearing  body-spray:  the 
faster  you  empty  the  can,  the  faster  you 
get  laid.  They  depict  women  refusing  to 
release  a guy  who’s  wearing  body-spray, 
or  brawling  among  one  another  for  his 


attention,  or  stampeding  across  a phar- 
macy in  order  to  pin  the  lucky  wearer 
to  the  ground. 

Sadly,  in  reality,  this  is  just  not  the  case. 
While  millions  of  nerds,  pussies,  and 
all  in  between  break  the  bank  trying  to 
out-spray  one  another  with  the  latest 
product,  virginity  in  the  Western  world 
remains  at  its  usual  unfortunately-high 
level.  Women  between  15  - 25  years  of 
age  remain  attracted,  as  they  have  for 
centuries,  either  to  dumb  guys  who 
are  really  good-looking  or  rich  guys 
who  treat  them  like  shit,  regardless  of 
whether  the  dude  smells  like  Armani 
cologne  or  the  tuna  sandwich  he  had 
for  lunch. 

- James  Nairne 


fgMi  Good  Food  News 


VoLlO  No.  5 
2006 


Cabbage  Cuts  Cancer 


Broccoli,  Cabbage,  Soy  Found  to  Cut  Concer  Risk 

is  Service,  February  III , 2003 


Since  decreased  Amount*  of  Ihc  8 RCA  protein* 


My  flatmate  gets  something  called  the 
"Good  Food  Box”,  including  a newsletter 
about  all  the  late-breaking  news  in  the 
world  of  fresh  food  with  the  headline 
“Cabbage  Cures  Cancer”.  They’re  really 
breaking  out  the  big  guns,  using  allit- 
eration in  promising  to  cure  one  of  the 
modern  plagues  of  the  world.  Here’s  a 
hint,  advertisers  - when  you  have  to  go 
to  those  extremes  to  move  your  prod- 
uct, maybe  you  should  be  selling  some- 
thing else. 

The  problem  is  that  cabbage  just  isn’t 
exciting.  Never  has  been,  never  will  be. 
The  advertising  should  say  “Cabbage  - 
it’s  edible!  And  slightly  better  than  cer- 
tain types  of  tree  bark!”  That’s  the  best 
cabbage  can  be  made  to  sound. 

Good  food  doesn’t  need  to  be  advertised. 
I had  the  greatest  steak  in  the  world  last 
weekend:  18  ounces  of  pure  perfection 
in  solid  meat  form.  I didn’t  have  to  be 
told  steak  was  beautiful,  because  deep 


down  in  my  carnivorous  soul,  I knew  it 
was  good.  Pizza  companies  advertise  to 
compete  with  each  other  - none  of  them 
feel  the  need  to  advertise  the  fact  that 
pizza  is  wonderful  and  delicious,  be- 
cause that’s  common  knowledge.  Chil- 
dren learn  that  somewhere  between 
‘dropped  things  fall  down’  and  ‘A  is  for 
apple’.  If  you  have  to  work  to  convince 
somebody  that  a certain  type  of  food  is 
good,  then  you’re  lying  to  them. 

Here’s  a message  for  the  vegetarian 
writer  of  that  headline  (because  there’s 
no  way  they’re  a meat-eater)  - You 
have  your  reasons  and  that’s  cool.  But 
please  stop  trying  to  make  food  that 
didn’t  used  to  have  a face  sound  excit- 
ing, because  it’s  about  as  convincing  as 
the  single  guy  who  claims  he  only  goes 
speed  dating  for  laughs. 

- Luke  McKinney 


An  Overheard  I'lione  Conversation  with  a liny 
Who  Obviously  doesn't  Wear 
the  Pants  in  the  l*elationslii|i 


“Hey,  Honey  how  was  your  day?” 

“Oh  wow  that's  terrible,  wel!  !’m  just  calling  to  let  you  know  I’m  at  the  bar 
with  some  of  the  guys  from  work  for  a couple  drinks  and  we’re  just  about 
to  head...” 

"Well,  we're  just  hanging  out" 

“I'm  sorry,  but  I haven't  seen  them  in  a while." 

“I  did  try  to  call  you  earlier,  but  you  weren’t  home.” 

“I  have  no  idea  why  it  didn't  show  up  on  call  display." 

"Fine,  I’m  sorry,- 1 will  call  the  phone  company  tomorrow.  Honey,  I was  just 
letting  you  know  that  we’re  going  to  go  watch  the  game. . .“ 

"I’m  sorry,  you’re  right.  I meant  'I’m  asking  you  if  I could  go  and  watch  the 
game?” 

"Why  not?” 

"Oh,  okay.  Well  what  kind  do  you  need?  With  wings,  super  days.  Ok,  not  a 
problem  I'll  go  pick  them  up.” 

"Alright,  well  I’ll  be  on  my  way  in  a few  minutes." 

“I’m  sorry,  I'll  leave  now." 

“Yeah,  I love  you  too.” 

- Aaron  Peever 


One  time,  I fell  out  of  bed 
masturbating  and  injured 
my  wrist,  but  I was  too 
embarrassed  to  tell  my 
parents  how  it  happened, 
so  I took  up  hockey  for  a 
few  weeks  and  then  faked 
an  injury. 


Hudson  Bay  Company  to  Rewrite 
Own  History 


Founded  in  1670,  when  Canada  was 
pronounced  ‘Kanata,’  the  beaver  was 
the  king  of  the  predators  and  the  Brit- 
ish and  French  mocked  each  other  with 
slurs  like  “Aha,  you  have  a funny  ac- 
cent!", a small  Hudsons  Bay  Company 
rose  to  become  what  it  has  been  for 
more  than  three  centuries:  a Canadian 
beacon,  a symbol  of  national  pride,  and 
[as  of  late)  a company  that  sold  out  to 
an  American  dandy  with  a few  billion 
burning  a hole  in  his  pocket. 

When  the  world  is  your  oyster,"  said 
new  HBC  owner  Jerry  Zucker,  after 
the  $1.5  billion  purchase,  “you  can  get 
bored  of  oyster  juice  pretty  quickly.” 
When  asked  what  the  fuck  he  meant, 
Zucker  replied,  “I  decided  to  start 


buying  history!  I am  a genius!"  When 
pressed  to  stop  smoking  up  during  in- 
terviews, Mr.  Zucker  further  explained 
“Now  that  I own  the  HBC  group,  I am 
officially  changing  its  place  in  history, 
and  I am  going  to  write  myself  in  it.” 

After  asking  Mr.  Zucker  for  a few  tokes 
of1  what  was  obviously  good  cannabis, 
he  continued.  “The  company  spread 
insatiably  far  and  wide  and  without 
mercy.  It  was  the  Starbucks  of  your 
early  nation.  But  its  history  is  a sleep- 
er; there  are  no  car  chases  and  noth- 
ing ever  blows  up  good.  I am  going  to 
change  all  that."  After  a few  minutes,  it 
all  started  making  sense.  “That’s  some 
good  shit,  Sir,”  said  this  reporter. 


Throughout  its  history,  HBC  represent- 
ed Canada  as  a mosaic  of  expensive, 
wet  and  smelly  furs  to  overpriced  de- 
signer clothing.  ‘That’s  great  and  good, 
but  I thought,  for  example,  what  if  HBC 
travelled  through  Canada  in  helicop- 
ters as  early  as  the  1700’s?  That  makes 
sense  to  me.  I always  wanted  to  be  live 
in  the  1700’s  and  I AM  a certified  pilot. 
I have  tons  of  changes,  like  why  didn't 
fur  traders  use  machine  guns?  They’re 
awesome!’ 

Watch  for  HBC’s  revised  history  to 
hit  HBC  books  section  as  early  as  this 
summer. 

- Mauricio 
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A student’s  guide  to  the  University  of  Toronto 


Five  years.  Twelve  semesters. 
Twenty-eight  credits.  As  my 
journey  at  this  fine  institu- 
tion comes  to  an  end,  I feel 
compelled  to  share  the  wisdom 
I have  accumulated  over  the 
ages.  There  are  many  wonders 
contained  within  our  pulchri- 
tudinous campus,  and  many  are 
the  things  I have  learned  can 
be  accomplished  at  school  that 
help  us  grow  as  people.  It  is 
my  great  delight  to  share  with 
you  the  lessons  I have  learned 
as  University  of  Toronto  stu- 
dent. 


Libraries 

For  a commuter  student  such  as 
myself,  these  are  a home  away 
from  home.  What  could  compare 
with  the  majesty  of  shelves 
upon  shelves  of  the  fruit  of 
human  learning?  I will  now  ex- 
pound on  each  of  the  libraries 
I favoured  during  my  stay. 

• New  College:  This  is  the 
hippie/feminist  library.  This 
means  that  in  the  display  case 
outside,  you'll  often  see  books 
about  lesbians  or  books  with 
a naked  woman  on  the  cover. 
Score! 

• Robarts:  In  case  you  didn't 
know,  it's  meant  to  look  like 
a turkey  from  the  outside.  Two 
points  - one  is  that  you  can 
get  free  DVDs  from  the  AV  li- 
brary. No  porn,  but  some  of  the 
more  'arty'  movies  have  plen- 
tiful nudity.  Second,  from  the 
higher  floors  you  can  look  out 
of  the  windows  for  a great  view 
of  downtown  Toronto,  or  look 
downwards  for  a great  view 
down  girls'  blouses. 

• Gerstein:  This  is  the  sci- 
ence/medical library,  which 
naturally  means  lots  of  books 
with  nudity  in  them.  Granted, 
most  of  the  pictures  are  of 
some  disease  or  another,  but 
still... 

• Pratt:  This  is  all  the  way 
across  Queen's  Park,  so  you 


have  to  run  the  gauntlet  of 
homicidal  squirrels  and  horny 
bums.  The  reward  on  getting 
there  is  that  the  main  read- 
ing room  has  a glass  wall  and 
door,  so  every  15  minutes  or 
so  someone  walks  into-it^.  What 
fun! 

• University  College:  I nev- 
er really  went  to  the  library 
here,  so  I'll  talk  about  the 
Junior  Common  Room.  If  you 
like  watching  skinny  indie  kids 
make  out,  this  is  the  place  for 
you.  However,  you  need  a high 
tolerance  for  people  who  don't 
really  know  how  to  play  guitar 
but  who  try  anyway. 


Lectures 

The  grandest  ritual  of  di- 
dactism.  The  transmission  of 
knowledge  from  the  magnanimous 
professor  to  the  eager  student. 
Here  is  how  to  optimally  expe- 
rience lectures  at  U of  T: 

• Asleep  is  the  best  way  to 
spend  a lecture.  In  a large 
class  (something  the  univer- 
sity has  plenty  of)  this  is  no 
problem.  Just  go  to  all  the  way 
to  the  back,  put  a hat  on  your 
face,  and  go  to  sleep.  The  ped- 
ants would  ask  what  the  point 
is  of  coming  all  the  way  to 
school  if  all  you're  going  to 
do  is  sleep,  but  they're  stupid 
and  we'll  ignore  them. 

• Sometimes  sleep  is  just  not 
forthcoming.  If  you're  even  re- 
motely hungry,  this  is  an  ex- 
cellent time  to  eat.  Chips  and 
cucumbers  are  ill  advised  due 
to  noise  concerns,  but  pizza, 
sandwiches,  and  fries  are  all 
A-OK. 

• If  you  have  a laptop,  you're 
in  luck.  If  an  internet  con- 
nection is  available,  you  can 
surf  the  web  endlessly,  making 
the  hours  pass  like  minutes 
and  the  minutes  like  seconds. 
The  seconds  will  still  pass 
like  seconds.  If  no  internet 
is  available,  you  should  make 


sure  you  have  plenty  of  Cha- 
pelle's  Show  downloaded.  Then 
plug  in  headphones  and  make 
with  the  hilarity.  I can't 
stress  enough  the  importance 
of  restraining  yourself  from 
doing  a Rick  James  impression 
in  class. 

• If  your  parents  don't  love 
you  enough  to  buy  you  a laptop, 
you  can  amuse  yourself  with 
the  ancient  art  of  doodling. 
While  Transformers  and  Super 
Saiyans  are  worthy  topics  for 
doodling,  for  optimal  satis- 
faction I prefer  to  involve  the 
topic  at  hand.  For  example,  in 
a zoology  class  I would  doodle 
the  professor  being  gored  to 
death  by  porcupines.  This  has 
the  added  advantage  of  your 
appearing  attentive  as  you 
keep  looking  up  at  the  profes- 
sor to  better  imagine  how  his 
face  would  look  as  it  contorts 
in  pain. 


Exams 

These  battles  of  wit  are  both 
frightening  and  thrilling. 
Here's  what  I learned  about 
them. 

• Preparation:  Incessantly  bug 
the  professor  about  the  exact 
questions  that  will  be  on  the 
exam.  If  this  doesn't  work,  try 
to  seduce  him  or  her.  How  bad 
do  you  want  to  pass,  dammit!? 

• Cheating:  If  you've  pre- 

pared properly  you  should  al- 
ready know  all  the  questions 
and  should  have  obtained  the 
answers  from  one  of  your  keen- 
er friends  (this  is  why  you 
should  keep  a few  nerds  on  your 
social  roster).  But  there  might 
still  be  situations  where  you 
just  don't  know  what  to  answer. 
I myself  have  always  been  a 
proponent  of  the  "innocuous 
peeking"  school  of  cheating. 
While  many  newfangled  cheating 
methodologies  such  as  "tattoo- 
ing the  answers  on  the  inside 
of  your  eyelid"  have  gained  in 
popularity,  I prefer  the  old 


fashioned  approach.  Done  prop- 
erly, there  is  almost  no  risk 
of  being  caught.  The  key  is  to 
surround  yourself  with  short, 
smart  people,  (another  use  for 
nerds). 


Free  food 

This  is  the  main  reason  for 
going  to  university  for  most 
people,  and  for  good  reason. 
With  proper  planning,  you'll 
never  have  to  spend  a cent  on 
feeding  yourself.  Let  others 
do  it!  Here's  how. 

• Seminars:  All  academic  sem- 
inars are  extremely  dreary,  so 
to  make  people  show  up  the  or- 
ganizers offer  food,  all  the 
way  from  cookies  and  coffee  to 
pizza  and  beer.  It  is  consid- 
ered rude  to  leave  after  just 
eating  the  food,  but  all  the 
tips  given  for  lectures  still 
apply. 

• Stealing  from  colleges:  The 
security  at  most  college  dining 
halls  is  very  lax.  Take  advan- 
tage of  this  by  just  walking  in 
and  going  nuts  at  the  buffet. 
Just  look  like  you  belong  - be 
dressed  in  ratty  sweatpants 
and  mouldy  flip-flops,  with  hair 
looking  like  tumbleweed. 

• Writing  for  the  Toike:  The 
editor's  a complete  slave  driv- 
er, but  the  wings  are  really 
good. 

There  are  so  many  other  as- 
pects of  student  life  I have 
had  to  pass  on:  getting  paid 
for  medical  experimentation, 
getting  summer  jobs  by  promis- 
ing to  clean  professors'  pools, 
and  getting  violently  drunk  at 
any  of  the  fine  public  houses 
around  the  campus.  Alas,  time 
is  short  and  I must  be  getting 
on.  I tremendously  enjoyed  my 
time  here,  and  I hope  you  do 
too.  Have  fun,  and  never  stop 
learning! 

- Praveer  Sharma 
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NEWS 

BRIEFS 

SCIENTISTS  LINK  MALE 
AGGRESSION,  USE  OF  RIGHT 
HAND 

Recent  studies  by  scientists  have  linked 
male  aggression  and  irritability  with 
the  use  of  their  right  hands. 

The  study,  commissioned  by  the  Fra- 
ser Institute,  examined  the  behavioral 
patterns  of  roughly  six  thousand  males. 
Head  scientist  Randy  McPherson  com- 
mented on  the  results.  “These  findings 
really  surprised  us.  The  males  that  we 
studied  who  had  broken  their  right 
hands  or  sprained  their  right  wrists  ex- 
hibited heightened  levels  of  anger  and 
aggression  towards  others.  Oddly,  the 
same  did  not  hold  for  their  left  hands. 
Those  with  broken  left  hands  had  no 
behavioral  changes  whatsoever.” 

When  questioned  about  the  cast  on 
his  right  arm,  McPherson  stood  up, 
punched  the  reporter  and  stormed  out. 


HERBAL  ESSENCES  GIRL 
CAUGHT  FAKING 

L'Oreal  has  confirmed  reports  that 
their  spokesmodel,  Natasha  Benson, 
was  caught  faking  her  “shampoo  expe- 
rience." In  a statement  issued  yesterday, 
CEO  David  Nearer  expressed  his  regret 
to  let  go  of  Benson.  “We  are  very  hurt 
that  she  couldn’t  come  when  we  needed 
her.  Herbal  Essences’  allure  is  an  easy 
climax.” 

When  asked  to  discuss,  Benson  claimed 
that  it  just  didn’t  do  it  for  her  anymore. 
"It  was  for  real  in  the  beginning”  she 
said.  “But  we’ve  been  together  for  al- 
most eight  years  and  I’ve  had  better.  I 
eventually  had  to  go  other  places  to  get 
it.  ’ .ike  Vidal  Sassoon— he  really  knows 
how  to  push  my  buttons.” 

When  asked  to  comment,  Herbal  Es- 
sences merely  shrugged.  “I’m  a good 
lover;  it’s  your  Natasha  that  can’t  do 
it  for  me  anymore.  There  are  no  com- 
mercials that  show  me  orgasming,  are 
there?” 


HARPER  UNCANADIAN;  HE 
'DISLIKES'  HOCKEY 

A barrage  of  civil  unrest  has  run  amok 
in  Harper’s  old  riding  of  Calgary  West 
after  it  was  discovered  that  Harper  ‘dis- 
likes’ Hockey.  The  verbal  travesty  was 
presumably  heard  by  Harper’s  cousin’s 
best  friend’s  girlfriend  at  the  annual 
Harper  Kegger. 

According  to  reports,  an  anonymous 
party  member  turned  on  a hockey 
game;  Harper  was  then  heard  to  have 
shouted  ‘I  dislike  that!’ 

‘Even  though  I was  drunk  and  Harper 
wasn’t  facing  the  TV,  and  some  of  the 
guys  were  trying  to  funnel  some  whis- 
key down  his  mouth,  I am  sure  he  heard 
Don  Cherry’s  play  by  play,’  said  Harp- 
er’s cousin’s  best  friend’s  girlfriend, 
who  asked  to  remain  anonymous  due 
to  possible  retaliation.  ‘I  am  afraid  for 
my  tax  return.’ 

In  Calgary  West  the  public  outcry  has 
been  more  severe,  with  dozens  of  par- 
ty members  looking  angry,  rumbling 
among  themselves  but  doing  nothing 
about  it.  ‘I  mean,  had  he  said  that  some- 
thing about  Lacrosse,  maybe  even  curl- 
ing, we  would  understand,  but  Hockey? 
That  Uncanadian!  I just  do  not  know 
who  he  is  anymore,  except  maybe  a 
Liberal  hippie.  Next  he  will  say  gay 
marriage  is  okay,  for  Christ’s  sake!’  said 
a disgruntled  Chris  Stravinsky,  now  an 
ex-Harper  supporter. 


Open  Letter  to 
Those  Who  Thought 
I Would  Never  Score 


Dear  Naysayers, 

I was  starting  to  get  discouraged.  With 
each  passing  day  of  abstinence,  my  goal 
of  having  consensual  relations  with  a 
woman  seemed  more  and  more  like  a 
distant  dream.  I turn  20  this  month, 
and  the  stigma  of  being  half  way  to 
Steve  Carrell  in  “40  Year-Old  Virgin”  is 
immense.  I know  what  you  all  must  be 
thinking,  “Aaron,  I thought  you  were 
such  a sleazy  stud  who  would  have 
taken  the  opportunity  to  get  horizon- 
tal with  any  cougar,  tramp,  or  agree- 
able teen  that  crossed  your  path?”  Well, 
that’s  only  a half  truth.  I have  only  got- 
ten as  far  as  second  base.  I am  a runner 
on  second  waiting  to  be  driven  home. 

Last  weekend  it  finally  happened.  I 
made  it  all  the  way  home.  That’s  right. 
I,  Aaron  Peever  have  finally  gone  all  the 
way  with  a chick  and  had  consensual 
relations.  That’s  right,  consensual.  Its 
common  knowledge  that  if  a girl  agrees 
to  split  a 2-4  of  beer,  she  is  tacitly  con- 
senting to  anything  else  that  may  fol- 
low. Legal  formalities  aside,  I guess  you 
want  to  know  the  particulars. 

Last  weekend  some  friends  and  I decid- 
ed to  get  together  for  a good  *fld  fash- 
ioned booze  fest.  It  was  just  a typical 
Friday  night:  get  a couple  cases  of  beer, 
swing  by  the  nearest  high  school  and 
ask  some  girls  if  they  wanted  to  come 
over,  and  then  just  hang  out  with  some 
beers  and  watch  the  game. 

Things  started  off  kind  of  slow.  I made  a 
few  moves  on  some  girls,  but  the  ferocity 
of  the  slaps  to  my  face  told  me  that  they 
were  not  interested.  Then  I saw  her,  the 
7th  most  beautiful  girl  in  the  room.  She 
was  giving  me  the  eyes  for  most  of  the 
night,  and  I finally  decided  to  approach 
her.  I asked  her  if  she  wanted  a beer,  at 
first  she  told  me  she  wasn’t  sure  if  she 
should  because  she  wasn’t  old  enough 
to  drink.  But  then  I told  her  it  was  light 
beer  and  she  agreed  that  that  would  be 
okay  and  indicated  that  she  would  love 
to  split  my  case  with  me.  I had  it.  Con- 


sent. I was  standing  all  alone  on  second 
base  when  a clean-up  hitter  stepped  up 
to  the  plate.  I was  already  looking  at 
the  third  base  coach  because  I knew  I 
was  coming  home.  Maybe  it  was  the  sil- 
ver bullets  and  the  smooth  taste  of  the 
Rockies  in  our  bloodstreams,  but  there 
was  definitely  magic  in  the  air. 

Twelve  beers,  three  hours,  and  one 
wet-nap  mistaken  for  a condom  later,  I 
was  no  longer  a virgin.  It  certainly  was 
a special  night  and  I really  wish  I was 
able  to  spend  it  with  that  special  girl 
whose  name  escapes  me,  but  her  mom 
had  to  come  pick  her  up  at  midnight.  I 
didn’t  mind,  I was  already  fast  asleep.  I 
never  knew  how  hard  love-making  was, 
but  I’m  pretty  sure  I was  good.  I had 
her  (I’m  almost  certain  its  Sarah,  or  a 
Jen,  something  really  generic)  so  con- 
sumed with  pleasure  that  she  hardly 
moved  and  was  snoring  so  loud  every- 
one in  the  house  could  hear  it.  But,  I 
guess  when  we  give  in  our  carnal  urges 
anything  can  happen. 

It  feels  good  to  finally  join  the  club 
of  reproductive  adults  after  years  of 
spending  Saturday  nights  with  a flesh- 
light.  Now  that  I am  a man,  I’m  gonna 
grow  a badass  moustache. 

Sincerely, 

Aaron,  “RBI”  Peever 


Avian  Flu  Claims  First 
A-List  Victim 


LOS  ANGELES  - With  the  recent  out- 
break of  the  avian  flu,  it  was  only  a 
matter  of  time  before  even  those  in 
Hollywood’s  A-list  started  suc- 
cumbing to  its  ill  effects. 


‘Sure  it’s  been  spreading, 
but  no  one  cared  when 
it  was  just  any  chicken 
or  fowl.  Don’t  we  breed 
them  by  the  millions? 
Just  like  rabbits,  for  God’s 
sake!  But  there’s  only 
one  Big  Bird,”  said 
a PBS  spokesperson 
when  referring  to 
the  avian  flu’s  lat- 
est victim.  “Big 
Bird  is  currently 
in  our  intensive 
care  unit  here  at 
the  PBS  Health 
Complex,  being 
looked  after  with  help 
from  the  letter  G,  the  let- 
ter P,  and  the  number  17.” 


It  seems  the  famous  Sesame 
Street  veteran  contracted 
the  virus  after  experiment 
ing  with  some  Indone- 
sian chickens  that 
may  or  may  not  have 
been  infected  with  the 
deadly  flu-like  virus. 


‘We  warned  him,”  said  his  publicist,  Pe- 
ter Buevo.  “It  was  no  secret  he  had  his 
fallacies.  We  all  do.  But  his  philander- 
ing was  just  out  of  control!  I mean...  In- 
donesian chickens?  Someone  had  to 
draw  a line,  but  you  just  don’t  go 
toe  to  toe  with  a seven-foot-nine 
bird  who  hates  being  wrong.  I 
recall  Cookie  Monster  was  a 
pretty  bright  guy 
until  BB  was 
through  mash- 
ing his  head 
in  with  Oscar 
the  Grouch’s 
garbage  can. 
Everyone 
knows  you 
don’t  cross 
the  Big  Bird  on 
anything  unless 
you’re  packing 
heat  or  have  some 
serious  backup.” 

Doctors  at  the  PBS 
HC  say  Big  Bird’s 
chances  are  still  pretty 
flighty. 

- Mauricio 
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Stop  Burdening  Me  With 
Your  Cliche  Nightmares! 


You  wake  up  in  the  morning  in  a cold 
sweat.  You  roll,  wake  me  up  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  night  when  I am  dreaming 
of  Brad  Pitt  leaving  her  for  me  (“Screw 
off,  Angelina,”  I’d  say  when  she’d  try  to 
follow  us  in  our  ritzy  Hollywood  hotel) 
because  we  all  know  Brad’s  capable  of 
infidelity,  and  tell  me  you’ve  had  a bad 
dream. 

I’m  thinking  of  not  staying  over  at  your 
house  anymore.  We’ve  only  been  dating 
for  four  months  and  already  you  want 
to  share  toothbrushes.  And  bathroom 
time. 

But  if  that  weren’t  bad  enough,  you 
want  to  describe  to  me  in  detail  your 
cliche  nightmares.  I know  what  they’re 
like.  I’ve  been  chased,  fallen,  drowned. 
I know  what  it’s  like,  the  feelings  of 
helplessness,  of  survival.  Just  run!  Or 
try  to  grab  onto  those  tree  branches 
that  are  just  a tiny  bit  out  of  reach!  My 
suggestion:  sleep  with  scuba  gear. 

These  wake  ups  make  me  want  to 
go  and  watch  the  last  five  seasons  of 
Friends  that  your  sister  got  you  for  your 
birthday.  I should  have  known  you’d 
be  too  sensitive  for  me.  I had  a DVD 
bonfire  last  year  in  my  backyard.  We 
destroyed  Beachcombers  and  the  first 
season  of  Seinfeld. 

Wait.  Are  we  living  in  a sitcom  too? 
Is  that  why  there  are  three  cameras 
recording  our  every  move?  Am  I the 
hero  and  your  stupid  nightmares  (you 
should  know  all  the  tricks  by  now)  are 
merely  a funny  character  twitch,  or  are 


you  the  hero  and  I will  be  painted  as  in- 
sensitive in  the  flashback  montage  of  all 
your  girlfriends? 

Whatever  the  case  may  be,  stop  waking 
me  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  and 
telling  me  about  dreams  I’ve  already 
had.  Meeting  the  woman  in  the  red 
dress  in  a dusty  backlane.  Been  there. 
Watching  as  four  boys  get  sexually  as- 
saulted in  juvenile  detention  by  Kevin 
Bacon.  Done  that. 

Or  maybe  that  was  part  of  my  Brad  Pitt 
dream.  Yummy,  yummy  Brad.  (“Back 
of,  get  your  own  Pitt  sandwich!”) 

- Lena  Schuck 
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Getting  That  Special 
Girl  to  Like  You 


How  to  Infiltrate 
U of  T and  Survive 
the  Avian  Flu 


So  you’ve  seen  her  in  class  a few  times 
and  you  just  can’t  take  your  eyes  off  her. 
She  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  women 
you  have  ever  seen  without  down- 
loading and  the  problem  is  she  hardly 
knows  you  exist.  Sound  familiar? 

Well  there’s  no  need  to  live  an  empty, 
lonely,  miserable  life  without  her  any- 
more because  as  an  experienced  lover 
of  women,  it  is  ray  duty  to  provide  the 
loveless  with  some  fool-proof  steps  that 
will  not  only  get  her  to  notice  you,  but 
will  have  her  practically  throwing  her- 
self at  you  because  you  are  so  friggin’ 
smooth  and  irresistible. 

First,  you  want  to  remain  present 
around  her,  but  not  too  in  her  face. 
When  in  class,  sit  close  enough  so  that 
you  can  smell  her  hair,  but  far  enough 
away  that  that  neither  she  nor  anyone 
else  around  you  will  notice.  This  is 
a good  way  for  the  two  of  you  to  ease 
into  the  relationship.  You  don’t  want  to 
come  off  too  strong  by  doing  something 
overly  aggressive  like  starting  a conver- 
sation. 

Forging  a relationship  with  her  out- 
side of  a school  setting  is  the  hardest 
and  most  important  step.  A chance 
meeting  on  the  street  or  in  an  alley  at 
night  is  a great  way  to  break  the  ice.  To 
improve  the  possibility  of  the  chance 
meeting,  I highly  recommend  doing  a 
little  recognisance  on  her.  Case  out  her 
house,  known  hang-outs,  place  of  em- 
ployment, etc.  and  if  possible  try  to  get 
a handle  on  her  schedule.  If  you  know 
when  she  is  leaving  the  house,  you  have 
a much  better  chance  of  bumping  into 
her  and  stopping  for  a chat. 

Here  are  some  very  important  tips  that 


The  entire  history  of  mankind  has 
seen  the  evolution  of  communication, 
from  the  raw  emotion  and  need  of  cave 
paintings,  to  the  information-spread- 
ing powers  of  the  printing  press.  It  has 
lead  to  great  works  of  art,  literature 
and  science.  Then  the  word  “Blog”  was 
invented  and  had  the  same  effect  on 
creative  writing  as  a stampede  of  bulls 
has  on  a flower  garden.  At  great  risk 
to  my  own  health  and  sanity,  I went  to 
Mvejournal.com  and  used  the  “Search 
- Random  journal”  button  (hereafter 
referred  to  as  “The  Gateway  to  the  Sev- 
enth Hell”). 

Journal  #1  - “reasonable-man” 

One  of  the  first  words  to  be  destroyed 
by  the  internet  revolution  was  “poetry” 
Smash  together  forty  random  words 
in  lower  case,  finish  off  with  a whiny 
rhetorical  question  - and  BANG,  poetry 
gold!  I didn’t  know  that,  but  reasonable- 
man  sure  as  hell  did.  He  also  knows 
that  a text  small  enough  to  make  an  ant 
squint  makes  it  even  more  artistic,  but 
not  as  artistic  as  phrases  like  “Fairly 
warned,  be  thee,  says  I!  Scene  closes”. 
Somebody  could  take  a break  from 
carving  a twenty-foot  tall  marble  statue 
of  themselves  dressed  like  Jesus,  read 
this  journal  and  go  “Hey,  man,  ease  off 
on  the  pretentious  a bit”. 

Journal  #2  - “kupcake86” 

Approximately  half  of  what’s  wrong 
with  the  internet  is  contained  in  this 
journal  My  eyes  are  now  seeking  le- 
gal damages  against  my  brain  for  us- 
ing the  web,  and  my  index  finger  for 
clicking  the  link.  I actually  cried  out 
and  shielded  my  face  when  the  black- 
purple-pink  style  monstrosity  blasted 
out  of  my  monitor  to  assault  anything 
with  an  optic  nerve.  That’s  black  text  on 


you  should  follow  when  doing  your  se 
cret  recon  missions: 

• Start  by  finding  out  where  she  lives 
This  info  can  be  used  as  a reference 
point  for  her  comings  and  goings. 

• Try  to  remain  hidden.  Again,  you 
don’t  want  to  come  off  too  strong  by 
allowing  her  to  see  you.  Everything 
will  run  a lot  smoother  if  you  are  able 
to  remain  unseen,  at  least  for  the  time 
being.  Personal  experience  indicates 
that  trees  and  shrubs  are  great  places 
to  lay  low. 

• Do  not  masturbate  with  lubricant 
if  you  are  hiding  in  a tree.  I know  it 
is  tempting  to  break  out  the  Vaseline 
when  you  are  sitting  in  the  tree  staring 
at  an  obstructed  view  of  a silhouette 
that  could  either  be  her  changing  in 
her  room  or  a coat  rack  with  legs  that 
don’t  seem  to  end;  but  if  you  lube  up 
while  hiding  in  a tree,  you  are  asking 
for  trouble. 

Finally,  if  the  unthinkable  ever  happens 
and  you  find  yourself  face  to  face  with 
—her,  your  best  bet  is  to  turn  and  run 
away.  Even  if  you  gather  the  courage  to 
initiate  a conversation  with  her  and  you 
two  eventually  fall  in  love,  someday  it 
will  be  found  out  that  you  were  the  one 
who  fell  out  of  her  tree  with  your  pants 
down  and  ran  away  before  her  disgrun 
tied  father  could  give  you  back  your  jar 
of  Vaseline.  Save  yourself  the  heartache 
and  the  ruptured  testicle  and  trust  me 
just  keep  your  distance.  It’s  better  this 
way. 

- Aaron  Peever 


purple  background,  remember,  for  the 
next  time  you  want  to  write  something 
but  physically  attack  anyone  who  tries 
to  read  it.  The  content  is  a wonderful 
mixture  of  questionnaires  filled  out 
by  the  writer,  whining  entries  of  “did 
nothing  this  weekend  people  suk  then  i 
had  a piece  of  toast"  and  - yes!  - poetry! 
Poetry  that  would  make  the  first  homo 
erectus  to  develop  spoken  language  cut 
out  his  tongue  and  move  back  to  the 
trees. 

Journal  #3  - “mtrepidsouF 

Intrepidsoul  is  a brave  soldier  in  a brand 
new  world,  a world  where  “grammar”, 
“punctuation”  and  “capitalisation”  have 
been  declared  sworn  enemies  which  he 
fights  however  he  can.  If  huge  undiffer- 
entiated blocks  of  misspelt  text  are  your 
thing,  then  look  no  further,  because 
this  site  has  all  you’ll  need  for  the  next 
eleventy  billion  years.  Even  the  idea  of 
reading  this  stuff  made  my  temporal 
lobe  threaten  to  strike,  but  by  covering 
90%  of  the  screen  with  my  hands,  I was 
able  to  pick  out  a sentence  or  two.  “so  i * 
said  fine  and  so  he  said  he  didn’t  want 
to  and  i thought  he  should...”  All  the 
furs  of  that  person  you  want  to  punch 
on  the  TTC,  in  text  form! 

I’ve  invented  a new  game.  Sit  at  your 
computer  and  imagine  that  you  have 
two  buttons  under  your  left  hand.  One 
is  marked  “Kill  this  person”,  and  the  l 
other  is  marked  “Kill  the  Entire  World”.  ; 
Go  to  livejournal.com  and  hit  that  * 
“Search  - Random  journal”  button,  and  • 
see  how  many  you  can  look  at  before  • 
you  want  to  press  the  buttons.  My  re- 1 
cord  is  four  for  latter  button.  The  for- 1 
mer  is  already  worn  out.  *m 

-Luke McKinney  I 


You’re  down  on  your  luck.  The  Avian 
Flu  has  struck  and  you’re  still  uptown. 
What  to  do  now? 

Get  there.  Fast. 

You  can  still  make  it.  Sprint  into  the 
subway  station,  jump  on  the  train  and 
ride  it  down  to  safety.  You’re  a genius. 
You  and  the  other  2.5  million  people 
who  thought  of  that. 

You’re  going  to  need  a spot  on  that  sub- 
way, and  you  need  it  now. 

Simply  get  onto  the  platform  and  say 
something  like  “Boy,  those  birds  in 
the  park  didn’t  look  to  well.  They  just 
kept  falling  down  and  not  getting  up.” 
or  “Ohhhhhhhh.  That  chicken  I ate  for 
dinner  isn’t  sitting  too  well.  It  looked 
a little  pale  come  to  think  of  it.”  You’ll 
have  a seat  on  that  subway  in  no  time. 

There  you  go,  safe  and  sound.  You  got 
there  too  late?  Well,  there  are  always 
alternatives. 

Tunnel  it 

This  may  take  anywhere  from  several 
days  to  several  months,  depending  on 
how  close  you  are  to  the  university  and 
the  presence  of  concrete  foundations  in 
your  path.  Grab  a spoon  and  get  started. 
Just  stand  on  the  ground,  spot  the  CN 
Tower  and  tunnel  in  that  direction.  If 
you  hit  a large  CN  Tower  shaped  object 
in  your  path,  it  means  you  tunneled  too 
far. 

Storm  the  Front  Gate 

You’re  going  to  need  a buddy  for  this 
one.  The  gate  will  be  heavily  defended. 
I mean,  if  it  was  that  easy  for  anyone  to 
get  in,  you  wouldn’t  want  to  be  there  in 
the  first  place.  The  guards  will  be  well 
entrenched  and  will  be  heavily  armed. 
Guns  won’t  get  you  in  there,  and  bombs 
certainly  won’t  either.  But  this  tactic 
will. 

First  off,  go  down  to  the  park.  You’re 
going  to  need  to  grab  a pigeon,  a real 
frail  looking  one  on  its  last  legs.  This 
is  where  your  buddy  comes  in.  Tell  him 
to  go  up  and  grab  it.  DO  NOT,  UNDER 
ANY  CIRCUMSTANCES,  ACTUALLY 
TOUCH  THE  PIGEON.  You  want  to 
survive  this,  don’t  you? 

Now  you  and  your  buddy  go  up  to  the 
front  gate,  but  keep  the  next  step  se- 
cret! Your  buddy  thinks  he’s  getting 
a free  pass  into  the  safe  zone,  and  it’s 
best  that  he  keeps  thinking  that. 

Tell  your  buddy  to  throw  the  pigeon 
at  the  guards  and  you'li  charge  the 
gate  together,  but  stay  where  you  are! 


As  his  bullet  riddled  corpse  hits  the 
ground,  the  guards  will  realize  what 
he  has  thrown  and  run  away  scream- 
ing. Now’s  your  chance!  Run  up,  scale 
the  gate,  and  you’re  in!  Ahhhh...  safety 
at  last. 

Entrench  yourself 

Now  that  you’re  in,  you  want  to  stay 
there.  That  means  you  need  a com- 
pound ID  card  so  that  they  can’t  throw 
you  out.  Hide  out  in  some  bushes  and 
wait  for  someone  who  looks  exactly 
like  you  to  pass  by.  Be  patient,  you  only 
have  to  do  this  once. 

This  next  part  is  a bit  brutal,  but  you 
didn’t  come  this  far  just  to  be  thrown 
out.  I mean,  you  practically  pushed 
your  buddy  into  the  path  of  those  bul- 
lets, so  this  isn’t  your  first  time.  Just 
think,  after  this,  it’s  all  over. 

Good,  now  jump  out  and  kill  them. 
How?  Be  creative.  Take  their  ID  card 
and  switch  clothes  with  them.  Finally, 
drag  their  body  over  to  the  fence  and 
throw  it  over. 

Stay  entertained 

Watching  the  death  count  can  get  bor- 
ing after  a while,  and  you’re  going  to 
want  some  entertainment.  Lack  of  fun 
can  lead  to  homicidal  rampages,  which 
is  no  good.  Board  games  may  suffice  at 
first,  but  we  suggest  these  fun  epidemic 
games: 

Outside  the  wire:  Who  can  get  the  fur- 
thest outside  the  clean  zone  and  back  in 
without  getting  shot? 

Murder  mystery:  Oh  no!  Someone 
inside  the  compound  has  been  bru- 
tally murdered!  Can  you  find  the  killer? 
(Note:  It  almost  always  turns  out  to  be 
you.) 

Pick  me  up:  Goad  those  poor  souls  out- 
side the  compound  to  climb  the  fence 
and  get  in.  Laugh  yourself  silly  as  they 
find  out  that  the  fence  is  electrified!  Not 
to  mention  those  hilarious  snipers  on 
the  roof!  You'll  be  sore  for  days. 

So  hopefully  you  made  it  downtown 
safely  and  you’re  ready  for  months  of 
fun  and  laughter  inside  the  clean  zone. 
Kick  back  and  relax  while  the  world 
slowly  dies  around  you.  What?  You 
didn’t  get  there  in  time?  You’re  stuck 
outside?  Oh  well,  just  pick  out  a nice 
spot  in  the  cemetery,  lie  down  and  wait 
for  them  to  find  your  dirty,  flu-ridden 
corpse. 


-AlexShenkin 


9.  He  refused  my  video  of  singing  dolphins  on  America’s  Fun- 
niest Home  Videos. 

8.  He  created  the  Olsen  twins. 

7.  I am  getting  a little  too  friendly  with  my  parole  officer. 

6.  He’s  freakishly  tall. 

5.  I have  a coupon  for  a free  trial  with 
my  lawyer. 

4.  I’ve  been  meaning  to  use  my  new 
pickaxe  for  days. 

3.  He  outshined  Dave  Coulier.  No  one 
outshines  Dave  Coulier. 

2.  He  promised  me  the  world.  And  then 
he  left  me. 


f 

V 


. Full  House. 


The  LiveJournal 
Odyssey 
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CLASSIFIEDS 


MERCH  FOR  SALE 


Stolen  Blow-up  Doll  - C'mon  Khalid, 
I know  you  want  it  back.  Call  Pat  555- 
9876 


LEGO  PENIS.  After  graduation, 
moving  on  to  bigger  and  better  things. 
Jeremy,  416-495-6725 


THE  HOLE  in  the  ozone  layer.  Comes 
with  a free  sample  of  skin  cancer. 
Antarctica,  555-6666 


PRAIRIE  DOLPHINS.  Help  for  sell,  plz. 
Need  to  sell  prairie  dolphin  for  monies. 
Is  not  too  loud.  Hurry.  Go  is  Interpol 
on  to  me.  Fuji,  416-555-7817 


HELP  WANTED 


Sins.  For  committing  and  repenting. 
No  fat  chicks.  Call  Dirty  S,  555-9021 


Muscular  midget  to  pour  hot  wax  on 
my  naughty  nipples.  Call  Dirty  S,  555- 
9021 


SPERM  BANK  Technician.  Old  one  got 
caught  drinking  on  the  job.  Nick,  416- 
495-8567 


NEW  TOIKE  EDITOR.  Old  one  has 
gone  to  new  heights.  Of  power.  Sean, 
416-495-2631 


SOME  CHARITY  bullshit  for  knocked- 
up  teenage  sluts.  We  need  spirit 
captains.  Call  Ida  Ngivadam,  416-555- 
8945 


SOMEONE  good  at  anagrams  needed 
to  dsslae  twrie  toffers  hetch  istie  i. 
Rutteger,  555-8873 


MERCH  WANTED 


PLATFORM  SHOES.  Radcliffe,  put 
these  on  my  expense  account,  pronto. 
Mei,  416-THA-PREZ 


THE  SCIENCE  OF  ENERGY,  1st 
edition.  The  shittiest  of  books  make 
the  best  bonfires.  Joey  the  NSci,  416- 
495-8916 


Replacement  Blow-up  Doll  - Someone 
stole  mine.  Who  steals  a blow-up  doll? 


Sick  bastards.  Used  blow-up  dolls 
accepted.  Nay,  required.  Call  Khalid 
987-5822 


VOCABULARY  needed  to  help  me.... 
Do....  Stuff.  Dave,  555-8354 


COURTESY  needed  to  stop  us  from 
whining,  making  sexist  remarks, 
playing  against  the  rules,  and  generally 
being  jerks.  Pharmacy  Broomball 
Team,  555-7745 


" ky  ndd  to  typ  proprly.  Why  is  it  so 
damn  common?  Alx,  555-1717 


Page  11  - The  Talks  Dike,  Vol  XGX  - Issue  8 , April  2006 


no.  7 last  issue  of  the  year  aka  make  lemonade! 


VWio  the  helll  does  she  think  she  is? 
Not  puttng  us  in  the  last  issue? 


it’s  not 

me  it  s 

you. 


by:  refinnej 


Yeah  I know  eh?  It's  not 
like  she  does  anything 
interesting  an;  way! 


Well,  it's  been 
a long  and  tiring 
second  year, 
but  it's  finally 
almost  come 
to  a close... 


■s 


refinnej 


And  what  exactly 
have  I learned 
from  this  school 
year?  Probably 
not  much. 
But  let's 
give  me  the 
benefit  of  the 
doubt  and  review 
anyway. 


-m 


s. 


It’s  not  you, 
it's  me. 

It’s  over. 

I’m  sorry. 


Uhhhh.... 

V 


Don’t  ask. 

T 


WSVX 

V 


You  know 
the  test  is 
in  two 
days 
RIGHT? 


paper  bag 


I shouldn’t  cut  my  own  hair. 


Well,  I kinda  knew  that  before... 

^-U 


Afthough  that  wasnt  the  first  time 
this  has  happened...  gawd  I really 
need  to  start  following  my  own  advice. 


I still  don’t  know  how  to 
budget  my  time  wisley... 


Don’t  worry... 
Ifsnotthatbad.. 


Its  all  good 


U note  on  paper: 
You  fail  in  life. 
Clear  your 
desk  out  by 
V five.  Thanx ;). 


When  life  gives 
you  lemons,  kick 
it  in  the  crotch. 

(or  something 
along  those  lines) 


totally  stressed  out 


or  how  to  study... 


Friends  and  family  are  everything. 


Anywho,  Tm  done,  so  I guess  Til  see  you 
all  in  September.  Unless  I get  hit  by  a oar... 
That  wouldrft  be  too  good,  ‘knocks  on  wood* 
Oh  yeah,  one  more  thing,  refinnej  is  Jennifer 
spelled  backwards.  DUH. 


Tatting  an  Tyam  because 
you  were  Jfit  by  a Car* 


Foiling  on  £xa«n 
6ecouse  you  Wrote  It * 


* Getting  hit  by  a car  may  cause  death 


* Writing  your  Exams  is  not  a Bad  Idea 


<^0 ocl  G$dea, 

E'QA 

Writing  a Creative 
Tunny  Comic 

f # # \ Cunvning  to  tta  tact 

1 | doo 1 1 fh*  «J»*p 

— A/  n««r 

eating  hot  out  ' 

forOlwwr 

/00s)  vEy 

Kicking  o Dead 
Horse 

Son*  Head 
afWorV 

pff  ( ■ \ J 

This  has  been  another  Good  Idea  / Bad  Idea 


This  has  been  another  Good  Idea  / Bad  Idea 


/'t  SM|i' 


